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tale or other. That wouldn't be very pleasant either
and not at all simple. To look at Mrs. Smeeth, with
her free and easy style, you would think she was easy
to lie to, but she wasn't—or so it seemed to Mr. Smeeth.
Whenever he tried he found himself, at his age too,
still blushing and stammering. But there it was; that
was the plan. And he spent some of his lunch time,
all that could be spared from the usual poached egg
and cup of coffee, "looking into" one or two things,
insurance and National Savings chiefly, and when he
returned to the office and made a few notes and calcu-
lations in his neat little script, he felt vaguely rich and
rather important for once in his life.
The only person in the office who noticed any change
in him was Stanley. Stanley's interest in the affairs of
Twigg and Dersingham, never strong at any time, had
almost entirely lapsed now that Mr. Golspie was away,
and that afternoon he found Mr. Smeeth unbearably
tyrannical. He had to comfort himself by imagining
a certain dramatic scene in the future, in which Mr,
Smeeth, now the victim of a desperate gang, called in
despair on the great detective, S. Poole, only to dis-
cover, after bowing humbly, that he was face to face
with Stanley, the boy he had once bullied and despised.
"Yes, Smeeth," said S. Poole, lighting another cigar,
"you little imagined then who it was copying your
letters and filling your inkwells. But we will let by-
gones be bygones. Come, I will rid you of these pests."
And the great S. Poole, after slipping a revolver into
the pocket of his fur coat, strode out, followed by an
amazed and trembling Smeeth. "Courage, man,
courage," said S. Poole, as he climbed into the
driving seat of his powerful roadster. "I can never

